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Sins dance and make mirth in Hell, as if they knew
their power and might laugh the prayer and penitence
of mankind to scorn. When the peals of hellish laugh-
ter cease, and the dance of Hell has ended, by a strange
mad turn of incident the poem resolves itself into an
attack on the party Dunbar hated, and ends with what
in the hands of a smaller man would have been buf-
foonery, but in Dunbar is an exhibition of fierce savage
humour, perhaps weakened a little by party spite. The
poem must speak for itself.

Of Februar', the fifteenth night,
Full long before the dayes light,
I lay in till a trance;

And then I saw both Heaven and Hell.
Methought, among the fiendes fell,
Mahoun gart cry a Dance
Of Shrewes that were never shriven,
Against the Feast of Fastern's Even,
To make their observance.

He bade gallants go graith a Guise;
And cast up gambols to the skies,
That last came out of France.

"Let see," quod he, "now who begins?"
With that, the foul Seven Deadly Sins
Began to leap at once:

And" first of all in dance was Pride,
With hair wyld back and bonnet on side,
Like to make waste wanis;
And round about him, as a wheel,
Hung, all in rumples, to the heel,
His cassock for the nonce.

Many a proud trompeur with him tripped;
Through scalding fire, aye, as they skipped,
They groaned with hideous groans.